CHAPTER 53 


“Oh sweet mother of fuck--“ Justin whimpered slightly. 


Part of the agreement Justin had made with his captor’s included sharing the same 
cell. Of course, the problem with that is that there was only one bed in the room, 
and it was a small one at that. The problem didn’t really lie in the fact that they had 
to sleep in the same bed together; after all, they pretty much started doing that on 
a regular basis since they went off to college. The problem was that the bed was 
really too small to fit two people; they had practically no leg room. Now consider the 
fact that both of them had restless leg syndrome, and thus kicked a lot in their 
sleep, and you have a problem. At least at their college dorm, they all had some 
pretty wide mattresses; they had room to swing their legs about. Here they had 
been clumped so close together that the slightest twitch of one’s leg was always felt 
by the other. In this case, it was Chie’s knee bending up and striking Justin straight 
in his balls. 


Chie’s eyes fluttered open as the cuss left Justin’s mouth. He hadn’t really shouted 
it or anything; after all, he was in too much pain for his voice to even come out at 
normal volume, but the two had woken each other up like this on multiple occasions 
in the last few hours. She was half expecting it to happen again at some point; even 
in her sleep. She sighed slightly as she opened her eyes to the sight of Justin biting 
his bottom lip in pain. 


“What'd | kick this time?” 


“Take a wild guess.” He barely was able to choke up the words without screaming in 
pain. 


Chie sighed for a second before pushing herself out of the bed; throwing the sheets 
up in the process. She just wasn’t getting any sleep with each other kicking each 
other like this. Justin sighed slightly as he followed her lead. He was wide awake 
now. Besides, even though there were no windows in Justin’s room, the room still 
started to light up a bit from the cracks in their cell door. It was getting to be 
morning. Justin yawned slightly as he sat up on the bed, annoyed that morning had 
come so quickly. For one, he hadn’t seen Chie in a good three days; he had hoped 
he’d have more time alone with her. But alas, the morning only meant the start of 
the business day, and the start of the business day meant it was time for Justin to 
answer some more questions. 


Justin was a-okay with these interrogations at this point; not that he cared much for 
the topics that were discussed, but alas, all he had to do was stall the police. 
Nothing more. Chie, on the other hand, wasn’t entirely sure how this was going to 
go down, having been there for only the night; but she no doubt believed that they 


were going to question her on her involvement as well. She was a little scared, 
though not for the reasons you'd think. She had been aspiring to become a police 
officer, and now, not only had she been marked as a fugitive, a criminal; she was 
going to be interrogated? You can’t be a cop with a criminal record... At least, Chie 
didn’t think you could. | mean, she knew a dirty cop, but as far as she knew, all the 
criminal activities he had engaged in took place during his career, not before. 


Needless to say, her heat skipped a beat as the door to their room opened, a forty- 
something year old man making his way through the door. He was wearing the 
traditional business suit, something that immediately marked him off as a detective 
to Chie. Of course, that wasn’t really relevant once Chie laid eyes on the man’s 
face. Her mouth practically hit the floor; her eye’s dilated with shock. She had to 
turn her head over to Justin to see if he knew; to see if she was just crazy. He 
nodded slightly as he pushed himself off of the bed, answering Chie’s question 
before she even got the chance to ask it. Still, she felt the need to vocalize her 
confusion anyway. 


“You? But, you’re—“ 


The detective raised his eye brow in confusion; not because Chie hadn’t finished 
vocalizing her thought, but rather because he had never met her. How was it that 
she recognized him without them even knowing each other? He slowly shifted his 
gaze over to Justin, who had been making his way over to the door for another 
interrogation session. 


“She’s seen the pictures.” 


“Ah.” The detective replied in response. He wasn’t sure why she had seen pictures 
of him before, but he left it alone. It wasn’t important anyway. Justin stopped at the 
door, waiting for the detective to move out of the way, ready to escort Justin back to 
the interrogation cell. Instead he stood there, blocking the door before nodding at 
Chie. 


“She’s not coming with us.” Justin interrupted, catching sight of the gesture. The 
interrogator shot a Justin a disapproving glance. Who the hell was this kid to give 
HIM orders? Just because Justin seemed to lead the conversation where he wanted 
to, doesn’t mean he could do whatever he wanted. Justin wasn’t just thinking in 
terms of distracting the officer this time, though. Taking a slight glance at Chie from 
where he was standing, he could see some subtle signs that she was absolutely 
petrified by the prospect of being interrogated; her knees were bent in slightly, her 
bottom lip was clenched between her teeth, her hand had been wrapped around her 
other wrist. 


“I’m the one running this investigation, not you.” The detective spoke up, though 
that was immediately followed by Justin grabbing him by the tie and yanking him 
down close to his mouth. 


“Listen you; can’t you see she’s scared out of her goddamn mind right now? 
Besides, she’s here for protection not interrogation. You know what’s in your 
interrogation cell? A window. A window a sniper could very easily shoot through. So 
you can shut the fuck up and leave her here, or you'll get not another word out of 
me.” Justin whispered very softly, but very aggressively into the detecitve’s ear. 
Chie couldn’t hear a word of it from where she was standing, but her face still 
turned red knowing full well Justin was trying to cover for her. The detective glared 
at the kid for a brief moment before grabbing Justin’s wrist and releasing his grip 
from the detective’s tie. 


“Fine. Satonaka, don’t move.” 


Chie nodded slightly as the two departed from the room, the door closeing behind 
them. She was relieved that she wouldn’t be getting questioned, as embarrassing 
as it had been for Justin to practically blackmail the detective into letting her off the 
hook. She sighed before making her way over to the bed. Maybe with some room on 
the mattress now she could finally get some sleep. Not like she had anything better 
to do now anyway... 


“Alright, where did we leave off?” Justin groaned slightly as he went to take his seat. 
Another officer had brought in coffee for the two of them; or at least, that was the 
intention. Justin didn’t really drink coffee if he didn’t have to; hated the taste. But he 
loved the smell. So in circumstances where there was someone else in the room 
drinking it, well... He didn’t need to pour a cup to smell it. All the same, he didn’t 
want to be rude, so he got a cup poured for himself anyway. He took a sip, making a 
funny face as the liquid touched his mouth. He REALLY hated that taste. 


“What’s wrong, need sugar?” 
“Nah, just don’t really drink this stuff.” 


“| thought most teens these days did.” The detective raised an eyebrow in slight 
confusion. 


“Yeah, well I’m not most teens.” Justin groaned, putting his cup down after forcing 
himself to take a sip. He didn’t know why; he knew his ‘host’ knew he didn’t like the 
stuff, so it’s not like he needed to put on a show or anything. Maybe it was just that 
Justin didn’t want to be wasteful. After all, when you barely make enough money to 
feed yourself, you don’t let anything go to waste. 


“Well then why did you have us pour you a cup?” 


“Because | love the smell.” Justin smirked slightly. The detective shrugged his 
shoulders. He could kind of understand that; the smell of coffee was quite pleasant; 
though he wasn’t sure he would order a cup just to sniff at it. He took another sip of 


his coffee before putting it back on the table; leaning in with his hands folded to 
begin his interrogation session. 


“When we last left off you were telling me about this deal with your shadow, 
correct?” 


“What exactly do you want to know?” Justin spoke up in his usual deadpan voice. 


“| asked you about the voice in your head. You said it wasn’t so much about hearing 
the voice as it was being the voice. What do you mean?” Justin rubbed at his chin 
Slightly, deciding the best way to answer the question. His shadow... He wasn’t 
proud of the deal he made. In the end the information was irrelevant and he had 
become some sort of vessel for this despicable being to travel the world in. And he 
wasn’t entirely sure he was comfortable explaining how the shadow took advantage 
of his end of the deal. 


“Well... I’ll get to that soon enough.” Justin spoke up. He needed time to think of the 
best way to answer that. The detective simply sighed. He knew he’d get the answer 
eventually, but he would have liked to have heard it now. All the same, he knew 

how Justin reacted when he tried to rush the investigation. It saved him time and 
sanity to just let things play out; to let Justin move at his own pace. 


“Alright, fair enough. So then; you went to the hospital, visited Maya, and then went 
home. Correct?” 


“Yeah, pretty much. | was exhausted, so | kind of fell asleep on the couch.” Justin 
shrugged slightly, taking another sip at his coffee. He didn’t know why he kept 
forcing himself to drink it; he didn’t like it, and it wasn’t like he had bought it. 
Complimentary and all that shit. 


“Alright, so then what happened the next day.” The detective perplexed, leaning in 
Slightly closer. 


“You really want to know?” Justin raised his eyebrow. It wasn’t that he had done 
anything particularly bad; it was just that he didn’t do anything particularly 
interesting. At least when he told the detective about his social life there was some 
form of interaction with people that he could recap. This? He literally could sum up 
his day in one sentence. 


“| wouldn't have asked if | didn’t.” 


“| sat on the couch and jammed Cheetos in my mouth all day; and no, that is not 
hyperbole.” The detective stared at Justin like he was nuts for a second, his mouth 
slightly open, his eyebrows lowered in confusion; his eyes squinted as though he 
didn’t hear him right. It wasn’t the Cheetos part that caught him off guard; it was 
the ‘no hyperbole’ part. 


“You ate Cheetos... nonstop for twenty-four hours.” 


“Well... | had to sleep and piss too, you know. So more like eight.” Justin shrugged 
Slightly. He knew this was the kind of reaction he’d get, but quite frankly he didn’t 
care. 


“Why... Why would you want to do that?” 


“Because | hadn’t eaten in four fucking days and | was starving.” It was true. All he 
had was the bare minimum of water, and he was much too tired the day before to 
eat. He had practically collapsed before he even hit the couch. 


“For eight hours?” 
“Yes,” 


“And... Why didn’t you just cook an actual meal?” The detective was curious to say 
the least. He would have thought eating a few bowls of instant noodles would have 
been quicker and just as efficient as eating chips all day. Of course, Justin didn’t 
even think of instant noodles at the time, nor did he think that’s what the detective 
had meant when he said ‘meal.’ 


“Have you SEEN me cook?” 
“Yes, | remember it being quite horrid.” 


“Oh gee, thanks for the vote of confidence.” Justin’s eyebrows dropped into a glare. 
He knew he wasn’t a great cook, but for just ONCE, he’d like to hear someone say 
‘hey, you’re not THAT bad.’ Hell, even Chie called his cooking bad. Fucking. Chie. Do 
you realize how degrading that is after she had nearly poisoned everyone with HER 
cooking? 


“Alright, enough. You spent the whole day eating cheetos. Done. Next day, what did 
you do?” 


“Well that was the day Kanji had come back to school. Technically | was supposed 
to stay out for medical reasons, but... You know how it is.” Justin shrugged slightly. 
The others had gotten pretty pissed off at him when he showed up at school that 
day, a Shiver in his spine. But Justin always was a fighter; he wouldn’t let a little cold 
interfere with this investigation; especially when he had finally gotten a persona of 
his own. 


“You went anyway.” 
“Right. This was too important for a cold to keep me down.” 


“Alright then; you may proceed.” 


June 6, 2011 


“H-Hi there!” 


The group had all gathered up on the roof as usual; though this time, it was for an 
occasion other than lunch. Kanji was finally starting to feel better after his 
kidnapping incident, and had come back to school today. Justin was a little confused 
as to how Kanji knew they were all up here on the roof, but he digressed. He had 
been sitting up on the roof shivering slightly, despite wearing his hoodie jacket. It 
wasn’t that it was cold out; it was simply that he had managed to catch a small cold 
while inside the television. Climbing up stairs again after all of that probably didn’t 
help either; but at least he hadn’t needed to climb for four days straight. Compared 
to that, the three flight stairs up to the roof were like a vacation. And no barbed 
wire on the railings either. That was a plus. 


“Haha, where’d the manners come from?” Chie chuckled slightly. 


“Well obviously from yours truly.” Justin smirked slightly. He wanted to follow that 
up with listing off every swear he knew, but Yosuke seemed to have gotten the hint 
immediately, opting to put an end to Justin’s rant before he even started. 


“We're doomed.” Yosuke grimaced. 


“Well, um... | didn’t know you guys were my senpai.” For some reason everyone 
found that particularly funny. Except for Kanji and Justin, who simply gave each 
other a look of confusion, then eventually a shrug of their shoulders. “Uhh... Thanks 
a bunch. Though | don’t really remember what happened...” 


Justin sighed slightly. He was actually hoping Kanji would know something, ‘cause 
Justin sure as hell didn’t. Sure, he was kidnapped, but he had been unconscious 
long before it happened. So unless Kurt had kidnapped him, which he highly 
doubted, he knew jackshit about the kidnapper’s methods of kidnapping, 
appearances, time of kidnapping, or anything. He figured that if he ever got 
kidnapped he’d just fight as long as he could; then he’d be able to remember 
something. But it turns out Justin wasn’t even conscious when this all went down. 
He kind of felt like shit for getting pissed that Yukiko didn’t remember anything. He 
could completely understand why now. 


“There are some things we'd like you to tell us about.” Yukiko spoke up after 
receiving a quick nod from Yu. Justin couldn’t help but smirk at that one. Sure, it 
didn’t happen in three weeks like him and Chie had, but Yu was getting there; he 
could tell. Kanji passed a confused glance at Yukiko before turning his attention to 
Chie, who had cleared her throat in preparation to speak. 


“First off, who was that weird boy--“ 


“Girl.” Justin cut Chie off, his cheek resting against the palm of his hand. He already 
said this like a million times, he couldn’t believe that the team still believed it was a 


guy. 


“It’s a boy, Justin.” Chie responded, an irritated tone in her voice. She didn’t believe 
him at all, and quite frankly, his insinuations were starting to get really annoying 
really quickly. Justin responded by looking off to the side, flipping his hands up 
Slightly in disgust. / give up trying to convince these people. “Anyway, who was that 
weird boy you met with?” 


Kanji’s body flinched back slightly in surprise at the question. Justin chuckled 
slightly under his breath; or at least he did until Kanji shot him a death glare. He 
was still wearing a smirk on his face when all was said and done, though. 


“l-I| really don’t know much about him... | mean, I’ve only met him twice.” Chie 
passed Kanji a look of perplexion as he rubbed at the back of his head. He wasn’t 
lying, that was for sure, but he was still awfully embarrassed for some reason. Justin 
had a pretty good idea why, though. 


“Yeah, but you walked home from school with him. What did you guys talk about?” 


“Uh, well... He just asked stuff like... If anything differently happened lately... But | 
dunno where my head was at... When | came to my senses, | blurted out that | 
wanted to see him again.” Kanji was stuttering over his words, his face turning the 
Slightest tint of red with embarrassment. He was definitely a little off put by this line 
of questioning, and for good reason. 


“To a guy.” Chie had this strange mixture of confusion and amusement in her voice. 


“|, uh... | don’t really get it myself.” Kanji stammered. Justin got it. Justin got it REAL 
well. But now wasn’t really the place to be talking about Kanji’ sexuality. “Girls are 
so loud and obnoxious, so, y’know...” 


“Might want to reword that one Kanji.” Justin interrupted. It might be what he 
thought, and sure, it was true of a lot of girls, but when you’re talking shit about 
girls TO girls... You MIGHT want to rethink your strategy. It didn’t seem Chie and 
Yukiko were all that bothered; they knew what he meant, and they weren’t easily 
offended... Okay, well, Yukiko wasn’t. Still Kanji gave a quick shrug before 
continuing his speech. 


“\..1 really don’t like dealing with them. Guys are a lot more laid back. S-So, uh, | 
started thinking... What if I’m the type who never get’s interested in girls...? And | 
couldn’t accept that, so | kept spinning around and around in my head...” Kanji 
mused outloud. 


“Well | can understand the part about feeling more relaxed around dudes. I’m sure 
Justin can too.” Yosuke smirked. 


Chie immediately slapped Yosuke upside the head for that one. Justin would have 
followed that up with a smack of his own, but he’d have to get up, and it just wasn’t 
worth it. He wasn’t feeling good as it was without having to beat the crap out of 
Yosuke. Besides, Chie seemed to be having fun doing it herself. 


“What the hell, Yosuke! You promised!” Chie shouted at him, her eyebrows dropped 
into an intense glare. 


“It’s just a joke, chill.” Yosuke tried to calm Chie, unsuccessfully if | may add, 
rubbing the back of his now sore head in the process. 


“Next time I’m letting you fall!” 
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Jeeze...” 


Justin had no idea what the hell the two were talking about, with promises or falls, 
but quite frankly, he didn’t give enough of a fuck to ask them about it. He had a 
pretty good idea what the promise was, and whatever fall this was, it seemed 
Yosuke was fine now. Well, fine until Chie killed him for being a huge dick that was. 
Yu shook his head from where he was standing before looking back towards Kanji. 


“How're you feeling now, anyway?” Yu spoke up, trying to change the topic from 
Yosuke’s awkward jab at Chie’s femininity. 


“I'm fine now.” 


“How ‘bout you Justin? You haven’t really had much time to recover...” Yu 
questioned, slightly concerned. Justin was a little irritated that this was the fifth or 
so time they had checked on him in the last few hours. He was at school and he had 
a cold, so fucking what? 


“I'm fine, just have a little cold is all. Hey, Kanji. How long did your cold last?” 


“Huh? Oh... uh... A week or two | think.” Kanji stammered. He didn’t always have 
the cold after leaving the television, and it certainly had left a few days before he 
returned from school. It was just that he didn’t have any energy when it did leave. 


“Yeah, | can live with that.” Justin spoke up as he turned back towards Yu. Yu 
shrugged his shoulders at Justin. He kept insisting he was fine, but the others were 
still concerned all the same. Especially Chie. 


“Yeah... | mean... It was all just in my head when you get down to it. | was the one 
shutting out that stuff.” Kanji went back to his previous train of thought. Justin 
raised an eyebrow in slight confusion. Since when did they all become Kanji’s diary? 
Not that he was complaining it’s just... Okay, he was complaining. This was really 
awkward. The others seemed to agree based on the confused expressions on their 
faces. Kanji’s face turned slightly red, before he stammered about trying to change 
the topic. 


“So, uhh... Our family’s run a textile shop for generations... Oh yeah, you already 
knew that...” Kanji paused for a moment, his face red with embarrassment. “My 
parents are really weird... They say stuff like, “Dyes are one with the universe,” and 
“Cloth is alive...” 


“Sweet mother of shit, it’s Woodstock all over again.” Justin blurted out. Yosuke 
chuckled slightly at the joke. He was probably the only one there that actually knew 
what Woodstock was. Which sort of disgusted Justin in a way. He wasn’t sure what 
was worse, no one knowing what Woodstock was, or sharing the same musical 
tastes as Yosuke. Well... the same musical tastes that don’t include Risette. Kanji 
starred at Yosuke in confusion for a moment before shrugging his shoulders. 


“That’s the kinda house | grew up in, so I’ve been interested in sewing and stuff 
since | was a kid. But the second | say stuff like that, people look at me funny...” 
Justin was starting to get a little annoyed at how quickly this was turning into a 
therapy session. He probably was going to have to have another one of those with 
Maya later today as it was; he didn’t need it from Kanji too. He sighed slightly, 
deciding to speak up all the same. 


“| don’t see why they would. So what you sew as a hobby. I’ve seen much worse.” 
“Such as.” Yosuke questioned. 
“Oragami cranes.” 


“Oh up yours, Justin.” Yu remarked, a grin on his face. He knew Justin had done that 
just to rile him up. Just like Justin never paid attention in class; Yu spent a lot of the 
class folding papers into origami. It was for a part-time job he had, but he’d be lying 
if he said he didn’t enjoy it. Justin laughed slightly before turning back to Kanji. He 
was completely confused. 


“Inside joke; Yu here folds origami cranes.” 


“I'd counter with Justin’s hobbies, but I’m not sure masturbating quite counts.” Yu 
smirked. Justin couldn’t help but laugh at that one, though he tried to muffle the 
sound by placing his hand against his mouth. Chie and Yukiko just seemed 
disgusted at the sudden turn this conversation had taken. Men could be such pigs 
sometimes. Kanji couldn’t help but grin at the joke. He didn’t know the context, but 
he did catch the burn. He chuckled slightly before speaking up again. 


“Shit, what’s with me today...? I’m going on and on about myself...” His chuckle 
faded by the conclusion of his sentence. “Forget all that. Man, | must look really 
lame right now.” 


“| don’t know about that. You seem like a pretty cool dude.” Yu spoke up, a grin on 
his face. Though that was immediately wiped off by Kanji’s response. 


“Nah, | doubt it...” 


“Well then | guess you can’t sit at the cool kids table with the rest of us.” Justin 
smirked. 


“But... We have different lunch periods.” Kanji spoke up in confusion. 


“| know. That was the joke.” Justin sighed slightly. Damn, he used to think Yukiko 
was a tight-ass, but Kanji was really starting to take the cake here. He needed to 
find an excuse for everyone to walk in slow-motion again, and fast. Kanji laughed 
awkwardly for a moment, none-the-less. 


“Haha... I’ve never talked about any of this stuff before. Guess | never had anyone 
to tell it to.” Kanji paused for a moment, staring up at the clouds as though lost in 
thought. The team had all been smiling at his remark, but it seemed he didn’t notice 
at all. “I guess | wasn’t really afraid of girls. | was just scared by people in general.” 


“| can see where you’re coming from. People are scum, man.” Justin shrugged 
Slightly. He was a little surprised to see the team’s jaws drop slightly at his remark. 
“What?” 


“Wh-What did you just say?” Yosuke spoke up, a frantic tone to his voice. 
“People are scum. It’s true. | swear to god, | gave up on humanity years ago.” 


“So... Then that stuff your shadow said about humanity... That salvation through 
death crap...” 


“My shadow said what now?” Justin was confused. 


“He said he was going to purify the lands, how he was going to save humans from 
themselves.” Yu spoke up, a disgusted tone of voice on his lips. 


“Well that explains the dictator suit...” Justin grimaced. He did think humanity was 
full of complete scum and complete idiots; but not enough to want to kill them off. | 
mean, what would that even solve? Besides, he’s met more than a few people over 
the past few months that have change that perception he had... “It’s not like that 
guys. My shadow just blew things out of proportion.” The team looked a little 
hesitant to believe him, but dropped the subject anyway. Kanji seemed especially 
confused, not knowing about Justin’s kidnapping or the Midnight Channel showing. 
All the same, he shrugged it off, moving back to the topic at hand. 


“But all that’s behind me.” 


“Wow, I’m surprised... You’re a good kid...” Chie eventually spoke up, snapping out 
of the daze Justin’s comment had put them all in. 


“D-Don’t call me a good kid...” Kanji objected quite vocally, his face red with 
embarrassment. 


“Well | wouldn’t have made him Secretary of my cabinet if he wasn’t.” Justin joked. 
“Do you even KNOW what the Secretary does?” Kanji objected again. 


“| do not. But I’m sure if | did, you’d be perfect for it.” Kanji groaned slightly at 
Justin’s remark. It was... flattering? Not so much, but all the same, he wasn’t used to 
getting compliments. He wasn’t sure he quite liked it. Yosuke having noticed Kanji’s 
beat red face immediately started to snicker. 


“No need to get embarrassed. You’re a big guy, you can take it.” He smirked. 
Everyone else seemed to chuckle off to the side too, much to Kanji’s annoyance. 
Justin of course didn’t find it particularly funny, but he had already been smiling 
anyway, so it made no difference to him. The laughter eventually died down, 
though, and the atmosphere suddenly changed. The light-hearted jokes were over; 
they still had business to take care of. 


“Hey, is there anything you remember after you ran into us the second time? You 
know, after you chased us away and said you were gonna take us down.” Yosuke 
looked slightly angry about the last part, though Justin could kind of understand 
why. 


“ Huh? Uhh... | went home... | was gonna sleep it off in my room... Wait, | think 
someone came... “ 


“To your house!? Who was it!?” Yosuke shouted, interrupting Kanji’s thoughts. 
Really, the entire investigation team seemed shocked by that last part. Justin 
couldn’t understand why after his case. He had been unconscious in his house and 
the door was left unlocked, it seemed like something they should know already. 


“Uh, well, it was just a feeling | had... | dunno if anyone actually came... Other than 
that... | remember some weird, dark, entrance thing... When | woke up, | was laid 
out on the floor of that sauna place.” 


“A dark entrance...” Yukiko whispered to herself. “Could it have been a TV?” 


“Huh...? Now that you mention it, maybe so... Uh, why do you ask?” Kanji asked, 
slightly confused. It seemed he had completely forgotten how they had exited the 
other world using a television. Justin couldn’t help but sigh at that one. How do you 
even forget something like that. 


“Oh, no reason... | was just wondering.” Yukiko stuttered slightly, doing a terrible 
job of hiding all the information they had. 


“Did the police ask you anything?” Yosuke questioned aloud. 


“Well my mom had to call the cops to look for me, so they questioned me for a 
while. | told them exactly what | just told you and they looked at me like | was 
crazy.” Kanji seemed kind of pissed off, though Justin could understand completely. 
| mean, if you got kidnapped and nobody believed you; you'd probably be awfully 
pissed too. Hell, anytime you were sure of something and no one believed you, you 
should be pissed. Like that time Justin thought Yu wasn’t dreaming about the 
television, or the time it turned out that weird boy was a chick, or that time that-- 


“So, like... Are you guys playing detective or somethin’?” Kanji interrupted Justin’s 
thoughts. 


“Mmm, well, something like that.” Chie replied, slightly put off by the comment. 
They weren’t PLAYING detective, they WERE detectives. 


“I’m Phelps, and that would be Bekowsky.” Justin smirked slightly. 


“Oh no you don’t, | said you could be Phelps ONCE.” Chie objected. The rest of the 
group just sort of rolled their eyes a bit. What was it with these two trying to be 
fictional detectives; and not even very good ones at that? It was almost 
embarrassing to watch any time they started arguing over which one was Phelps. 


“Anything | can do to help? If there’s some bastard out there who put me through 
this, | ain’t gonna rest until | make them pay.” Kanji spoke up, interrupting the two’s 
argument over which one was and wasn’t Phelps. Whoever the hell that was. 


“Seriously? Awesome! You’d make a great addition to our team! Whaddaya Say, 
Yu?” Yosuke practically shouted with glee. Justin raised his eyebrows in slight 
confusion at that one. Yu seemed the most opposed to Kanji out of the entire group; 
what with his ramped homophobia and him constantly being chased away by Kanji 
and all that. Justin thought he was going to be the one that would have to petition 
for Kanji’s inclusion. | mean, Kanji was a pretty cool guy, plus he had persona, so 
there was no real reason not to, right? Yu smiled slightly at the proposal before 
extending his hand out to Kanji; the two shaking hands as he spoke. 


“Welcome aboard.” 


“Thank you, Sir! I’ll put my life on the line for you guys!” Kanji shouted before 
letting go of his grip on Yu. Yu seemed slightly surprised by the remark for some 
reason. 


“Huh... | don’t remember starting a social link with Kanji.” Yu muttered to himself. It 
was barely audible, but Justin managed to pick up a few things. 


“Social what?” 


“Huh? Oh, nothing; just talking to myself.” Yu spoke up slightly panicked. Justin was 
suspicious to say the least. 


“I'll do my best!” Kanji interrupted, giving a slight salute. Justin followed that up by 
doing a mock salute behind him. Yu simply shook his head at Justin for a moment 
before Yosuke spoke up. 


“Well, if we’re gonna welcome aboard a new member...” Yosuke passed a glance at 
Yukiko, who was wearing a huge smile across her face. She knew what Yosuke 
wanted her to ask, and she was more than happy to do it. 


“Should we take him to our special headquarters?” Yukiko asked with cheer in her 
voice. Justin and Chie simultaneously raised their eyebrows in confusion. They 
thought that they were calling it their ‘special headquarters’ at first as a joke. 
Neither really thought Yukiko would sincerely think it was a good name, let alone 
get this excited about it. 


“We're still calling it that...?” Chie and Justin asked in almost complete unison. 


“Wh-What’s that!?” Kanji seemed more than a little confused, as he should be. | 
mean, they were high-school students calling the local Junes their ‘special 
headquarters.’ It just sounded so wrong. Of course, Kanji didn’t know it was just 
Junes yet, but still... They were much too old to be tossing around the term ‘special 
headquarters’ around like that. 


“C’mon let’s go!” Yosuke spoke up, a wide grin on his face as he stood from his seat 
on the roof. 


“Man, you eat a lot... Were you listening to what we were saying?” 
“Huh? Shurr, | waf lifnin’.” 


The team had all made their way over to Junes, sitting around their usual table. 
Kanji was a little confused at first when he found out that the mall was supposed to 
be their ‘special headquarters,’ but that all changed once he realized that meant he 
could order food. And lots of it. He had at least three trays of steak in front of him, 
and he was chowing down. Chie seemed almost pained that Kanji wasn’t sharing 
any with her, but alas, that’s life. Sometimes you get steak, sometimes you don't. 


“Close your mouth!” Yosuke exclaimed with disgust as food sprayed from Kanji’s 
mouth. To be fair, it wasn’t even like it was just spittle; Justin swore he saw an 
entire piece of steak drip from this guy’s lips. It’s amazing how much food the guy 
had shoved in their at once. Of course, Kanji hadn’t really realized he was being 
rude until Yosuke pointed out, so he paused for a moment to swallow the contents 
in his mouth before speaking again. 


“So, uh... someone’s killing people with a TV...? What, is he beating them to death?” 


“I... Kinda want to see how that would work now.” Justin remarked, his eyebrow 
raised. Who would walk around beating people with a television? It’s big and heavy; 
there was no way that would be a practical murder weapon. Actually, it seemed like 
it would be ripe for slapstick comedy because of how ridiculous the prospect was. 


“No, they weren’t being beaten with a TV! Were you listening at all...?” Yosuke’s 
voice slowly started to raise a few octaves. He was very clearly starting to get 
irritated with Kanji. Justin was so proud. 


“Don’t worry, he’ll understand once he sees the place with his own eyes.” Chie 
spoke up trying to calm Yosuke down. 


“...But he has.” Justin interrupted. Whether or not Kanji remembered or not, was 
another question entirely, but had he seen the inside of the television? Absolutely. 
Chie shrugged slightly before continuing with her thought. 


“But the way it happened was just the same as with Yukiko. The killer kidnapped 
Kanji first, then threw him into the TV.” 


“Yeah... It’s scary.” Yukiko spoke up, her voice coming out low and softly. Clearly 
just thinking about it was painful to her. Everyone passed Yukiko a slight look of 
sorrow and concern, save for Kanji, who still had no idea what was going on. Or 
maybe it was just that he was too busy shoving his face full of steak to notice, who 
even knew. Justin sighed slightly, taking a sip of his can of cola. 


“| was lucky enough to already be unconscious when | got kidnapped.” Justin 
groaned slightly as he pulled the can away from his lips. “It wasn’t exactly better on 
the inside, but whatev-“ 


“What exactly DID happen while you were in there?” Yu spoke up, slightly curious. 
Chie looked like she wanted to ask the same question, but didn’t really want to 
know the answer. “You were covered in blood when we came to rescue you, did 
something...?” 


“| had to climb a bunch of stairs. For four days straight.” 


“Holy crap...” Chie exclaimed from where she was sitting. The others realized 
climbing stairs for four days must have been annoying, but... They weren’t entirely 
sure why Chie seemed so flabbergasted, so stricken with concern. Chie apparently 
noticed the strange looks she was getting, given her next words. “Oh, Justin has 
Climacophobia, fear of climbing stai—“ 


“Oh what the fuck, Chie!” Justin shouted in disgust. He had told her and her alone 
for a reason. Chie’s face turned red when she realized she had let that piece of 
information slip out. She knew Justin didn’t want people to know, but she had 
forgotten all about it when everyone started looking at her like she was crazy. 


“S-Sorry, | didn’t mean to.” She frantically apologized. Justin sighed slightly. He 
knew it was an accident, but he was still pissed nonetheless. If she spilt out all of is 
secrets like this, imagine what would happen if they started having a discussion on 
eyeballs. 


“Justin’s afraid of stairs?” Yosuke spoke up in confusion, as though double-checking 
to see if he heard right. 


“None of your damn business.” 


“Oh my god, you totally are.” Yosuke started to smile an insidious grin. Justin 
responded by starting to stand up out of his cheer, leaning as far across the table as 
he could. 


“Don’t think that just because I’m sick | can’t kick your ass.” 
“That still doesn’t really explain the blood...” Yu interrupted the two’s bickering. 
“Well, there was barbed wire all along the walls, so anytime | lost balance—“ 


“You fell right into them. Jesus, that’s awful.” Yu spoke with concern, his eyes wide 
with shock. He didn’t know much about Justin’s fear of stairs, but he could only 
assume that every time Justin had gotten sick climbing to the roof was a direct 
result of his Climacophobia. Which meant, he one hundred percent needed that 
support to keep his bearings. Instead of support though, he found a death trap, one 
that he had fallen into on multiple occasions of the amount of blood on his face and 
hands when they had rescued him was any indication. Justin sighed slightly before 
sitting back down, his arms crossed. He was pretty pissed off at Chie right now, 
even if she had good intentions. He was going to speak up again when suddenly the 
sound of gossip met his ears from behind. 


“That show’s been pretty crazy lately, huh?” 
“Yeah, | keep wondering who'll show up next.” 


Justin turned his body to look at the teenagers at the next table talking. Really, it 
could be any show they were talking about, but he had a pretty good idea which 
one it was. Everyone had started to look at the two young men gossiping, save for 
Kanji, who, while having stopped eating for a moment, still faced away from the 
table behind him. 


“| knew before it came on that he’d be the next one to appear. What’s that dude’s 
name? That guy that was running for class president...” Justin started to glare 
Slightly, though neither teenager noticed him. 


“What about that guy before him? You know, that first-year who used to be ina 
biker-gang...” 


“Who the hell’d you think was next?” Kanji suddenly spoke up from where he was 
sitting. Justin barely shifted his head to look at Kanji from where he was sitting, 
looking for only a brief moment before starring back at the two gossiping teens. 
They looked scared out of their minds once they recognized Justin, even more so 
when Kanji stood up to turn towards them. Their jaws practically hit the floor as he 
stood over them, his eyes glaring at them intensely. 


“His name is Kanji Tatsumi... And he wasn’t in a biker gang—he’s the one who beat 
the shit out of those leathered-up pansies.” The teens starred up at Kanji with slight 
horror in their eyes. Justin smirked slightly. 


“And the ‘guy who was running for class president’s’ name is Justin Tylor. How hard 
is it for you fuckwits to remember the foreign kid’s name?” Justin spoke up 
aggressively, not so much as getting up from his seat. The teens’ eyes darted back 
and forth between the two, not sure who to be more afraid of. Justin had half 
considered sliding his chair over so they could get a view of Yukiko sitting across 
the table from him, to scare the shit out of them of course, but figured Yukiko 
probably didn’t want to get involved in this. 


“So who are you dipshits...!?” 


“Dead and deader, | believe.” Justin answered for the two teens, his eyes squinting 
more intensely at the two. The teens turned to look at each other for a brief 
moment before jumping out of their chairs and running in the opposite direction. 
Justin starred in that direction for a while longer before loosening his glare, a smirk 
on his face. 


“Feh... Boring...” Kanji muttered to himself as he turned to take a seat. Justin turned 
around in turn, laughing slightly under his breath. 


“Oh man, | love doing that.” Justin joked slightly. The others seemed slightly 
concerned at the possibility that this was something he did on a regular basis. 
Knowing Justin, it wouldn’t really surprise them. 


“Ugh... | can’t stand it.” Chie spoke up, a slight tone of disgust in her voice. “Sure, 
they have no idea it’s related to the murders, but still... How can they talk about 
their schoolmates like that?” 


“Very easily, apparantly.” Justin smirked slightly. He wasn’t at all offended by their 
remarks. After all, it gave him a chance to act like a total psychopath and mess with 
people’s heads. It was a blessing in disguise. Chie sighed slightly. She knew Justin 
was Okay with it, but it didn’t make it right all the same. 


“They’re like onlookers at a car crash. As long as it’s not happening to them, 
they’re dying to see...” Yosuke paused for a moment, his look of sorrow and disgust 
soon shifting into annoyance. “Damn, this sucks... We don’t even know who’s going 
to be targeted anymore.” 


“These last two cases have disproved our assumption that all the victims are 
female...” Yukiko spoke aloud, trying to vocally organize her thought. Justin raised 
an eyebrow. He hadn’t even thought about that. All the victims had been female up 
until Kanji and Justin. Was it just a coincidence before, or was there a sudden 
change in the killer’s pattern? Chie crossed her arms in front of her chest, her head 
pointing downwards as though deep in thought. 


“What was the other thing we thought they had in common?” Chie eventually spoke 
up, hoping the others could remember what she clearly could not. 


“People involved in the initial case, about Ms. Yamano, are the targets... How about 
that?” Yukiko questioned the group, trying to see if they had any objections to the 
theory. 


“No, it can’t be.” Justin sooke up to answer the question. “I’ve never met Ms. 
Yamano, nor do | know anyone personally who has. Well, except you Yukiko; but | 
don’t think that really counts.” 


“It doesn’t really hold up.” Yu spoke up, a slight grimace on his face. That was really 
their only other lead at the moment, and Justin’s kidnapping had completely put a 
stop to that line of reasoning. 


“Well, both Yukiko and Kanji were involved in some way or another... I’m not so sure 
about Justin though...” She perplexed out loud. It’s true Yukiko and Kanji were 
connected to the first case, and while Justin didn’t really want to rule that out as 
coincidence, he had no ties to Yamano or anyone who knew Yamano. Unless the 
killer’s motives changed, it just wouldn’t make sense. 


“But that announcer was dealing with their mothers, not them... And well...” Yosuke 
started to look at Justin, much to his irritation. 


“Make a dead parent remark and | swear to god Yosuke, | will slit your throat while 
you sleep.” Justin preemptively struck. Yosuke’s eyes widened, his eyebrows rose. 
He one hundred percent believed Justin would do something like that to. There was 
an awkward silence for a while, though whether or not it was because of Justin’s 
threat to slit Yosuke’s throat or not was up for question. Justin’s kidnapping just put 
a dent in their entire investigation. Kanji started to look around the group for a while 
before speaking up. 


“You guys sayin’ you don’t have any clues?” 


“Not anymore we don’t.” Justin spoke up, his head leaning against his hand is he 
tried to think. 


“Well listen up, cause | got somethin’ big.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow slightly at Kanji as he started digging through his coat 
pocket. It took a little longer than it probably should, as the jacket kept shifting 
around on his back as he tried to grab a hold of something. Maybe if he wore it the 
way you were supposed to, that wouldn’t be a problem. All the same, he eventually 
held up a crumpled piece of white paper with scribbling all over it. Justin was even 
more confused now. Had Kanji been conducting an investigation of his own? Were 
these supposed to be notes or something? 


“When | made my comeback at school today, there was an annoying brat hanging 
around. Turns out, he was snooping around about Senpai’s and my disappearance, 
so | took this from him. | don’t Know what the hell this all is, though.” Kanji soon slid 
the paper across to Yosuke, who had gestured at Kanji to bring it closer so he could 
read it. He looked at the paper for a while before speaking up. 


“Uh, and you took it anyway?” Chie spoke up, a combination of concern and 
confusion in her voice. Justin half agreed with her on this one. Why would you take 
something if you didn’t even know what it was. | mean, sure, it was probably useful 
contextually speaking, but... Why take it? He just didn’t understand. Yosuke starred 
at the paper for only a short while longer before passing it off to Yu. He had no idea 
what he was looking at, but maybe Yu had an idea. 


“List of TV programs...” Yu read out loud. “Mayumi Yamano, 4/11, Saki Konishi 
4/13...” 


“What are these dates? April 11"...?” Yosuke questioned out loud. He immediately 
recognized the names as those of the victims when he had the list, but the dates... 
He just couldn’t figure it out. Justin rubbed at his chin for a moment. He couldn’t 
really think of any correlation between the dates and the person... 


“Oh, they found the first body on the day school started, so that would have been... 
the 12.” Chie spoke up, listing some information she remembered. That’s right, the 
first body showed up when Justin had met everyone for the first time... He was 
walking to the Junes with Chie, Yu, and Yukiko when they heard some gossip about 
the body. Turns out they had walked right into a crime-scene. So then, the eleventh 
was the day before... What does it mean though? 


“The 11" is the day before that...” Yes Chie, that’s how math works. Justin groaned 
slightly. He was sure everyone had gotten that already. 


“| know | can’t forget the day Saki-senpai’s body was found... That was the 15".” 
Yosuke choked up; it was obviously still a painful subject for him, and 
understandably so. Justin was intrigued though by the small time-frame between 
the two murders. At least with the kidnapping of Yukiko and Kanji there was a pretty 
sizeable gap between when they were thrown in and when they would die if the fog 
settled in. 


“So then, what are these dates? And what does ‘List of TV programs’ mean? What’s 
‘Saki Konishi, April 13"’...?” Yosuke tried to reason out loud. Yu suddenly gasped out 
loud, his eyes dialating a bit as he got struck with a sudden bolt of realization. 


“The day she was on TV!” Yu shouted. The other’s eyes all widened slightly, save for 
Kanji and Justin. Kanji still wasn’t completely in the loop with what was going on, 
and Justin... Well Justin didn’t even know Saki had been on television. 


“| see... Yeah, there’s no doubt about it!” Yosuke spoke up, the realization suddenly 
setting in to his brain. 


“Oh yeah... | saw that, too. They were interviewing her because she found the first 
body.” Chie spoke up, clarifying that she was on the same train of thought as the 
others. Yukiko nodded slightly before looking at the list Yu had slid over to her. 


“So then this part... ‘Mayumi Yamano, April 11.’ Is that the day she appeared on 
TV, too?” Yukiko asked out loud. She didn’t really watch much TV, since she was 
always so busy helping at the inn, so she wasn’t sure if she was onto something or 
not. 


“Oh, she was on! | remember now! That was when the affair hit the news!” Chie 
blurted out, suddenly remembering the face. 


“Hey, wait a sec... Yukiko, didn’t you get interviewed too?” Yosuke spoke up. He 
was onto something now. If both Saki and the announcer had appeared on 
television before they were kidnapped, could it be possible that there was a 
connection? “When did that interview air?” 


“I-| think it was when | was absent from school... Um...” She scrambled through her 
thoughts trying to remember as best she could when the interview took place. It 
hadn’t been the first interview she had done since working at the inn, so it wasn’t 
exactly notable to her at the time. Yukiko suddenly reeled her head back, turning 
towards Yu. “It was the day after | met you at the embankment. | had my kimono 
on... do you remember?” 


Yu's face turned the slightest shade of red; it was clear he was very much trying to 
fight off the sudden color change in his cheeks much to Justin’s amusement. Oh he 
remembered alright; he just wasn’t sure whether he should admit it or not. “Um... Y- 
yes, | do—“ Yu coughed slightly at the end of the sentence, hoping to get off of the 
topic. Yukiko didn’t really seem to notice Yu’s embarrassment though, opting to turn 
to the rest of the group as though nothing had happened. 


“| went shopping that day, so... April 15! And right after that | was kidnapped!” 
Yukiko’s face turned into a glare as the realization struck her. Yosuke looked around 
the room for a brief moment before calling out to Kanji. 


“Kanji! What about the television special you were on!?” Yosuke shouted across the 
table. 


“Oh yeah, that thing... Damn show made my mom go apeshit on me and...” 
“The date! Just tell us the date!” Yosuke interrupted him frantically. 


“Uhhh, | don’t remember the exact date... But it wasn’t too long before | met you 
guys.” Kanji spoke up, sort of surprised Yosuke had cut him off like that. He didn’t 
think Yosuke would have the balls for it. 


“It’s true, then... Everyone was on the TV before they disappeared... Wait. Hold on 
hold that thought; Has Justin even been on television?” Yosuke had thought he had 
it all figured out, but much like before, it seemed Justin had managed to break their 
chain of relation. Justin bit at his thumbnail for a moment, trying to recall if he had 
ever been on the television. 


“| don’t think | have actually...” Justin eventually spoke up. 


“Come on, there’s got to have been SOMETHING.” Yosuke spoke up, almost 
pleasing for him to have shown up on television before. 


“I’m sorry, nothing really comes to mind...” Justin grimaced. He didn’t really watch 
TV that much, and he didn’t recall ever getting interviewed. “Unless | walked behind 
a field reporter while they were live or something.” Justin shrugged. 


“You think the killer’s targeting people he sees on TV...?” Chie questioned Yosuke. 
She was curious what his thought process had been. If that was what he was 
thinking, it would fit with most of the victims. It just seemed like the circumstances 
behind Justin’s kidnapping were... different. He doesn’t really meet the same criteria 
as any of the other victims. 


“| was so caught up with the news reports about the incidents that | didn’t notice at 
all...” Yukiko interrupted from her seat across the table. 


“It can’t be a coincidence.” Yu spoke up. “I know that Justin doesn’t really fit the 
pattern, but... Yamano, Saki, Yukiko, Kanji... they all showed up on television and 
they all had ties to Yamano in some way or another. It’s just too strange to bea 
coincidence.” 


“Alright, so let’s say we agree that this is the criteria for the kidnapper’s victims... 
why me?” Justin spoke up from his end, his arms crossed as he starred at Yu from 
across the table. 


“| don’t know yet...” Yu choked up. All of the circumstances behind Justin’s 
kidnapping seemed off. There was little or no warning prior to his kidnapping, and 
he doesn’t meet the criteria. Could it be possible that there was a second criminal? 


A copy-cat killer perhaps? He’d have to think about it; there had to be an 
explanation. 


“Now that I think about it,” Yosuke began to interrupt the two, “When the killer 
failed with Yukiko, they moved to Kanji instead of trying again... Maybe this ‘being 
on TV’ thing is some stupid rule that the killer’s following.” 


“That’s right, the killer could have targeted the same victim again...” Chie 
remarked, slightly surprised by Yosuke’s sudden realization. 


“| think there’s a connection here between the kidnappings and the TV broadcasts. 
The victims weren't just involved with the first case. They were also shown on the 
mass media. At least, most of them.” Yosuke shot a glance over to Justin, as though 
he were pissed at Justin for not fitting more of the criteria. Like / chose to get 
kidnapped, Jesus fucking Christ. 


“That must be it...” Chie muttered to herself. There was the obvious exception of 
Justin’s kidnapping, but the other four all seemed to meet this very basic criteria. 


“But if so... What’s the motive? Why kill someone just because they were on TV?” 


“You’d be surprised how many murders happen with people the killer doesn’t even 
know.” Justin spoke up, trying to explain a potential motive as best as he could. “It 
could simply be that the killer targeted the first person he saw on the television. He 
might not even have a motive other than to kill.” 


“That’s terrible!” Chie shouted from her seat. 
“Well that’s the mind of a serial killer for ya.” Justin shrugged slightly. 


“Argh, Dammit, now that | think about it, we haven’t gotten anywhere!” Yosuke 
shouted. Sure they had a basic criteria down... but the motive made no sense. And 
then there was the problem of Justin’s kidnapping. Why were the terms of his 
kidnapping so radically different? “Why can’t | be smarter!?” Yosuke shouted out in 
self-anger, disgusted that he couldn’t figure this out. 


“Oh god, give me a heads up next time you say that so | can record it.” Justin joked. 


“Dude, why beat yourself up? | think you guys are awesome.” Kanji spoke up, 
ignoring Justin’s joke. 


“Alright, give me a heads up of THAT next time.” Justin remarked. 
“Why the hell would you want to record that.” Yosuke remarked, slightly annoyed. 


“Because my ego isn’t big enough yet.” Justin smirked slightly. Yosuke just shook 
his head slightly in annoyance. 


“I mean, you guys noticed what was happening to me and even risked your lives to 
stop it. That’s more than enough.” 


“You rescued me too. We may not have solved the mystery, but we’ve saved three 
people already.” Yukiko followed up, a wide grin on her face. Yosuke turned his 
head slightly to Justin, half expecting him to follow the same train of dialogue. 
Instead all he got was a blank stare, as though to say ‘You’re not going to get me to 
say it Yosuke, so fuck off.’ 


“That’s true, but...” 


“What's more, everyone’s deduction that Kanji-kun might be next was right on the 
nose.” 


“Too bad we didn’t see Justin’s coming...” Chie added with a sorrowful tone to her 
voice. It was clear that she was still upset about Justin’s kidnapping. Justin 
appreciated the concern; but that was in the past now, right? He wasn’t in danger 
anymore, so Chie should chin up a bit. 


“Huh? You knew before it happened? Damn, | wish you guys’d come a little earlier, 
then...” Kanji remarked. He was joking, of course, and everyone knew it; but the 
way he said it with a completely straight face somewhat concerned Justin. All the 
same, he laughed along with the others; probably harder because of how 
convincing Kanji had been. 


“Well, if we know this much, | think we can outsmart the killer next time. Then it’s a 
countdown to their arrest.” Chie spoke up optimistically, a wide grin on her face. 
Justin smiled slightly in return. That’s my girl. 


“Don’t forget, it’s always possible that Justin and Kanji-kun were the last targets.” 
Yukiko added on to Chie’s previous thought. 


“Or so we hope... We’ve thwarted the killer three times already. Here’s hoping the 
killer’s learned their lesson by now.” Yosuke responded. He wasn’t quite as 
optimistic as Chie and Yukiko had been, but he seemed a little more relaxed all the 
same. Yu only responded by giving a quick nod to Yosuke; everything he wanted to 
say had already been said by the others. “Anyways, let’s keep checking the 
Midnight Channel like usual when it rains.” 


“That reminds me!” Chie suddenly pepped up slightly. “The school campout’s next 
week. | hope it doesn’t rain. It’s for the first-year and second-year students, so we'll 
see you there, Kanji-kun.” 


“Seriously? School, huh...? What a drag...” Kanji responded, slightly annoyed. 


“Whoa whoa, hold on. School campout?” Justin responded in great confusion. 
Schools could do that? Not that Justin was complaining; the weather was starting to 


get nicer out, and he hadn’t gone camping in ages. Not since he was a kid in fact. It 
sounded like it’d be a lot of fun. 


“Mmhmm,” Chie responded, giving a slight smile and node of her head towards 
Justin. “We had it last year too, it’s supposed to help us get in touch with nature or 
something.” 


“Sounds like fun.” Justin remarked, a grin on his face. 


“Yo, mind if | order another grilled steak? I’m gonna finish this one up while the next 
one’s on the grill... We’re... going Dutch on the meal, right?” Kanji remarked 
excitedly. Justin had to blink his eyes a few times in disbelief. He just ate three 
fucking steaks, wasn’t even done with his fourth, and he already wanted to order 
another one. Jesus fucking Christ... And what the hell does going Dutch on 
something even mean. Justin swore if it meant splitting the bill, he was going to split 
Kanji’s lip open. 


“Well, let’s get going. | think our new teammate needs to meet Mr. Bear.” Chie 
interrupted, completely ignoring Kanji’s attempts at buying a fifth steak. She 
probably had to if she wanted to keep herself from mugging Kanji for it. 


“Huh? What’s up?” Kanji replied, slightly confused. | mean, it was understandable 
given that Chie had just called Teddie, ‘Mr. Bear.’ Teddie is an actual name, albeit 
spelt differently, so she could have gone with that and everything would make 
sense. Nope. Mr. Bear. Kanji just shrugged, slightly irritated that they needed to get 
going. “Fine, whatever... I'll go for something cheap, like ramen. Wait, or should | 
get a takoyaki set...? Man, | can’t decide.” 


“None of it.” Yukiko replied, her eyebrow slightly raised. She wasn’t sure why Kanji 
thought he would have tiem to order anything else if they were leaving now. 
Besides, he still had a steak left to eat. 


“WHAAAT!?” Kanji shouted out. He sounded completely thrown off-guard by that 
one, much to Justin’s amusement. Justin chuckled for a slight bit before turning 
towards the rest of the group. 


“You guys go on ahead, I’m supposed to meet up with Maya at the hospital.” 
“Huh...? You sure?” Chie responded, slightly confused. 


“Yeah, | promised her | would, so... yeah...” Justin remarked. He really just wanted 
to go home and sleep this cold off, but that was beside the point. 


“Well... Okay...” Chie remarked, slightly confused by Justin’s decision. She thought 
the two had been fighting prior to the whole kidnapping incident; and she was 
unconscious when Justin visited her last time, so she wasn’t sure when Justin made 
this promise. 


“Say hi to Maya for me.” Yosuke remarked, a wide grin on his face. Justin raised an 
eyebrow in confusion. Did Maya even know who the hell Yosuke was? All the same 
he gave a quick nod of agreement before the group headed off for the television, 
and Justin towards the exit of the mall. 


“Hey Justin...” Maya called out to him, a wide grin on her face as Justin walked in, 
his hands in his jacket pocket. She pushed herself up against the back of her 
hospital bed to try and get a better view of her guest. Where before, she had to 
force herself to move like this, her body in tremendous pain anytime she so much 
as turned the wrong way, she could now sit up now problem. 


“Hey Maya, got you a present.” Justin started digging around in his pocket for a 
moment before tossing her over a lighter and a pack of cigarettes. “I figured they 
probably confiscated the ones you had when you got brought here. | know they did 
for me.” Maya smiled. It wasn’t flowers or chocolates or anything, but it was a nice 
surprise all the same. 


“Thanks.” 


Maya immediately started to dig through the cartridge, ready to pull out a smoke. 
She hadn’t had one in about a week now, and she was starting to go through some 
serious withdrawal. She pulled one out and put it in her mouth before lighting it up, 
her breathing slowing down substantially as the smoke filled her lungs. She really 
needed one; much more than she thought she had. Justin smiled at Maya as she 
pulled the smoke out of her mouth. He was going to need to remind himself to fan 
the smell of smoke out. And he probably should have gotten her an ashtray. 


“So how’ve you been holding up?” Justin spoke up watching Maya give herself lung 
cancer. Maya smiled a wide grin as she turned towards Justin. 


“The doctor says they’ll be able to release me in a few days.” 
“Oh yeah? That’s great news.” 


“It’s even better once you’ve tried hospital food.” Maya chuckled slightly at her own 
joke before taking a drag at her cigarette. 


“How bad was it?” 
“| swear to god if | see meatloaf one more time, I’m going to hurl.” 


“Well, hate to break it to you, but so long as you’re staying with me, you’re not 
going to see much in the ways of gourmet cooking.” 


“Oh believe me, | know.” Maya chuckled slightly. Justin tried to force a grin, but it 
ultimately looked fake as all hell. He realized it was just a joke, and sure, it was 


true, but it seemed like everyone had been insulting his cooking lately. Even people 
who haven't tried it. Maya’s smile soon turned into a frown though. “I’m going to be 
honest; | didn’t think you were serious about letting me stay at your house...” 


“Why would | joke about something like that?” 
“Well, | just figured you’d change your mind...” 
“Family doesn’t leave family behind, Maya.” 
“Family?” 


“Sure. You're like a sister to me, Maya. We might not be related by blood or 
anything like that, but you’re family to me all the same.” 


Maya smiled at that, her face turning red with embarrassment. She knew Justin 
didn’t love her, but she never thought he had seen her like part of the family. To be 
honest, even if it wasn’t the kind of relationship she had always wanted with Justin, 
she was happy all the same. Because in truth, Justin was just as much a brother to 
her as she was a sister to him. Besides; Maya’s biological brother was a huge dick. 
She could replace him no problem. She starred at him for a brief moment before 
speaking up. 


“Thank you, Justin... Listen, I've got something I’ve been meaning to give you.” 
Justin raised his eyebrow in confusion. What the hell was Maya trying to give him? 
“It should be in my hoodie, it’s over on the chair over there.” 


Justin starred at Maya with a bit of confusion before shrugging and making his way 
over to the chair. He pulled on the hoodie slightly until he could make out her 
pockets, a slight bulge in both. Justin started off by digging through the left, and 
after a good while, pulling out Maya’s iPod. He sincerely hoped this isn’t what she 
was trying to give him. 


“The other pocket.” She groaned slightly. Justin shrugged before replacing the iPod 
and digging through the other. At first he didn’t feel anything, but eventually his 
fingers rubbed up against something that felt like metal. He had thought it was 
loose change at first, but when he dig his hand deeper down, he immediately 
recognized what it was. He grabbed a hold of the object and pulled it out of her 
pocket. It was the dog tags that Maya had given to him years ago, the ones that had 
both their names on it. He placed it in the palm of his hand, examining it closely, 
tracing the engraved letters with the tip of his finger. 


Maya Skye Jefferies 
Justin Jeremiah Tylor 


Justin smiled slightly for a moment, staring at the chained together dog tags. The 
two both had matching pairs of dog tags; it was supposed to be like a friendship 


bracelet thing. But Maya was already wearing her pair... These were Justin’s. He 
didn’t know why Maya had them; he didn’t care. He was just happy to have them 
back. 


“You'll probably need some new ones now that you have a girlfriend, but | figured 
you'd want it back.” Maya smiled from her bed. Justin just laughed slightly. 


“Maybe, but until then...” Justin paused for a moment, slipping the dog tags around 
his neck, smiling as he slipped it beneath his hoodie. “How’s it look?” Justin 
remarked turning over to Maya.” 


“Only you can pull off wearing dog tags without looking like a huge douchebag.” 
Maya laughed. Justin smirked a bit himself too as he made his way back over to his 
seat. 


“Thanks Maya.” 
“No sir, thank you.” Maya chuckled. 


There was silence between the two for a while as they just awkwardly smiled at 
each other for a while. It wasn’t for a good few minutes that the silence was 
interrupted by Justin’s phone beeping. He was a bit confused at first as he pulled 
out his cell-phone to be greeted by Chie’s number flashing across the screen. He 
looked up at Maya briefly to be met with an expression of confusion. He shrugged 
slightly before opening the phone; it was a text message. He pressed a few buttons 
as the text popped up. 


yukiko wont stop laughing. pls make it stop :( 


Justin smirked slightly. That sure sounded like Yukiko to him. He just had to wonder 
what the hell it was Yukiko was laughing about. Or at least, he did until he realized 
there was a picture attachment. He pressed a few buttons to bring the picture up, 
before being met by the sight of Kanji wearing those ridiculous glasses Teddie 
made. Justin couldn’t help but burst out laughing at that. He just had to wonder who 
it was that had pulled that one off; Yukiko or Teddie. Maybe both. Oh god that’s a 
horrible thought. 


“What's so funny?” Maya asked as Justin burst into a fit of laughter. Justin 
responded by just tossing the phone her way. She caught it in mid-air before 
bringing it up to her face. She didn’t know who Kanji was, but goddamn, she found 
those glasses absolutely ridiculous. She started cracking up a bit as she tossed the 
phone back Justin’s way. 


